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PREFACE. 


| ff Shepherd's Wedding, which I now offer to 
the Public, as the produCtion of =y leiſure 
hours, is in the Scotiſh dialect. 

Few men can expect praiſe by writing in this 
age, in which almoſt every man thinks himſelf 
ro! b'd of that praiſe which is beſtowed upon ano- 
ther; and he 15 thought to want wit who will al- 
low others to have any. 

Former ages railed againſt ſuch as wrote in, but 
ours againſt ſuch as write well; zhey were ſome- 
times fo unjuſt as not to reward merit, but ave are 
ſo malicious as to perſecute it. Thus we can nei- 
ther want new books nor deſerve them; and it 
hath been well obſerved, „ That it would ſeem 
46 now, that none but mad-men write or cenſure.” 
This I ſay not to regret my own fate, as the 
| Propoſals for my ſmall piece have met with ſuc- 
ceſs beyond my merit or expectation ; and, though 
they had not, yet I am ſecure, by the want of that 


merit which alone can raiſe envy. But I ſay it is 


a molt diſagreeable refleQion, that this ſhould have _ 
ſtopt many ingenious men from giving informa- 
tion to their countrymen * different intereſt- 8 
ing ſubjects. 
No man ſhould be vain becauſe he can injure 
the merit of any piece for the meaneſt rogue may 
burn a city or kill a hero; whereas he could never 
have built the one or equalled the other. An ordi- 
nary wit may diſcover faults in a good author; 
for the writer, being intent upon all, cannot be- 
ſtow that induſtry upon every line which à malig- 
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iv PREFACE. 


nant critic is ever ready with, and who, like the 
waſp, ſaſtens ſtill upon the ſore. 
I am not much concerned about the reception 


of this trifle; it is my firit production. Yet let 


the Ladies and Gentlemen, who have been ſo kind 
3s to favour its appearance, conſider my profeſſion 
at preſent, and that I enjoy none of the advran- 
tages that can ariſe from a liberal education, and 
they will ſurely overlook ſuch errors as may now 
and then occur. Few ever diſpleaſed, and none 


ever pleaſed all; fo if I cannot ny others, I will 


at leaſt improve my fell. 


I return my ſincere thanks to the Ladies and 


Gentlemen who have given me ſuch encourage: 
ment as to appear among the number of ſubſcri.- 
bers, while I remain, with the greateſt reſpect, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, 


Your much obliged, and 
Moſt obed. humble ſervant, 


THE AUTHOR. 
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„ ro CRITICS. 

* : 8 AND Critic, and before ye read, 

8 | Say, are ye free of party fead? 
RamsaAr. 


NAE doubt but ſic a piece as this 
| _ 11 twenty ways appear an nile; : 
4 As ye are never flack, its keut, 
To {tick poor things for merriment 
Sae ane ill ſkill'd like me maun * 
A fatal prey unto y: 
O wae betide the day that J | 
Firſt e'er to write a lang did try, 
| Far happier I might hae been, 
EE Gin I in print had ner been ſeen; 
But fince its ſae I'fe no repent, 
y Nor at my thrawart fate relent. 
Sae gin ye ſtill deiign to de 
= * fatal enemies to me, 
3 ? ſwear by a' that is divine, 
> 2 By Burns, Apollo, and the Nine, 
” Your pranks ye ſnall be made to rue, 
: An” ye fall tome day get your due. 
| f Tho [ write bad, I am but young; 
& An' gin I chance to find my tongue, 
i | 1 may ſome day at crambo clink 
By far exceed what ye can think; 


| 7 Jae tho' ye now ca me a coof, 
[ dinna gie a kiſs-my-loof. e 
But the beſt way to end the plea 


bs, whan we meet, to drink an' gree. 

Sure it can ne'er afford deliglit 

Jo ſpeak ill o your necbor's write, 
That may be, in your lug Tſe tell, 

; Ye canna do ſae weel yourſel. 


An' ye ſhou'd a' remember this, 
one writes bad, ten cenſure amiſs. ern 


THE PERSONS. 


JORNNY, a Country Laird. 
| PEGGY, Daughter to Johnny. 


JAMIE, a wealthy young Shepherd, in 
5 love with Peggy. 


CANDY, a rich young Farmer, uncon- 
1 ſtant to Peggy. 


WILLIE, a Clown, and ſervant to Sandy. 
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SCENE, A WOOD. 
Euter pecer, K by WiLLiE. 


WILLIE. 


IN AY, kenny laſs, an' hear what I've to 65 4 
Ye hinna heard fic news this mony day; 


My braw rich maſter, wha made you his Care, 


Sent me to tell, he can do ſae nae mair. 


„ 17 4 
An 18 your rackleſs maſter now untrue ? ? 


WILLIE. 


| As fure as death: He bade me tell to you, 


Whan we was laſt in Embro, he ſaw there 
A bonny laſs that dang him in deſpair. 
Sae he ſent me ance-errand for to tell, 
He ne'er can loo a laſs but benny Bell. 


HFe'd tauld ye o't, but afore fowk Soak ſhame; 


An' ever ſince he ne'er faw you alane: 


But he'll ne'er be again, believe ye — 
A kindly joe as he was wont to be. 


PEG v. 


I carena bye, it gies me little pain, 


Sin' he's untrue Il get anither ane, 


1 


= WII. L To, aſide. 

That will be me, and by the ſun I ſwear, 
She fall be mines in leſs than haf-a-year. 
Thanks to blind Cupid for his ficker aim 
He's ſhot my maſter, an” the fields my ain. 
Sae tho' Pm auld, Pm nae way paſt my prime, 
An' ſhe may be my wife yet in gude time, 


SANG I.—Tun, Johnny n Grey Breeks, 


O Peggy, fairer than the thorn 
Win flouriſh'd at ſpring time o' vear, 
Far ſweeter than an April morn, 


— Nj my or lang ſhe'll be my dear. 


Chorus. 
gyne I will bleſs, and I will kiſs. 
Thy bonny face, my ſmirky laſs; 
Cheerfu' and gay, baith night and day 1 
The langeſt hours in glee we'll paſs. 


Her cheeks excel the redeſt roſe 
That ever hang ups!” the brier, 
Her neck the faireſt fow?'s that blows ; "Hi 
1 hope or hang ihe be my dear. 


Chorus. 
| Syne I will bleſs, and I will kiſs, 
Thy bonny face, my imurky laſs; 
Cheerlu and gay, baith night and day, 


The langeſt hours in glee we'll po. 1 


PEGGY. 
Fauſe- fworn Sandy, ſure can ne'er be right; 
For aft he vow'd by a abcon the lift, 
That he wad never marry ane but me, 
Tho' now he's gawn anither” 8 for to be. 


8 A NG II. Tune, Low doꝛun emang the Bre 00113, 


Sin” Sandy dis nae langer love, 

I'll think on him nae mair; 

Tho” aft he ſwore he'd conſlant prov Eee 
Then I was a' his care, 


-- 5 


. 
Corus, 
Sin” he's awa Cen let him gae; 
Altho' he's now untrue, 


I ablins ſoon may ſee the day, 
That he'll his fauſeneſs rue. 


For aften on a ſimmer night, 
Upo' the gowany green, 
He ſaid nae laſſie was ſae tight, 
Nor had fic killin' een. 


Chorus. 
Sin- he's awa e' en let him gae; 
Altho' he is untrue, 


L ablins ſoon may ſee the day, 
That he'll his fauſeneſs rue. 


Enter Sa ND. 


But Mortünfyne I ſent my man to tell, 


I ne'er can loo a laſs but bonny Bell. 
Sae gin the heavy news hae made ye dull, 
Inſtead o' me ye may get my man Will. 


PEGGY. 


An' has my conſtant luve a com'd to this 


What hae I ſaid that ye hae tane amiſs ? 


I'm ſure ye ken I've made it a my Care, 


An' itriven ay to pleaſe ye late an' air. 


| Sae weelawat I think it fets ye ill 
To even me wi' your daft ſervin' Will — 


A rattle-pate, as void o' ſenſe as grace, 2 
A laughin-ſtock to a' about the place. 


— Conſider, Sandy, whare fauſe-ſwearers gang, 


An' a' wha mean a harmleſs laſhe wrang; 
Think, lad, how aften ye, upo the green, 


| He cad me fairer than bright beauty's queen ; 'Þ 
Forby, ye ſaid that ye wad never rue, 


Upo' your knees, an' vow'd ye wad be true. | 


SANG II.—Tune, The Merry Ploughmar. 


O Sandy, think how aft ye ſwore, 
That ye wad never leave me; 
Then nane but me you did adore, _ 


— — — 


— 


1 


Think, think, how aft ye left the plengh- 
For your deſires to move me; 
And, as I gently milk'd my cow, 
| You ſwore ye ay wad love me. 


SANDY. 


| Yes, bonny laſs, that's very true, 
But now my fancy's faulter'd ; 
I own, indeed, I've ta'en the rue, 
My mind is fairly alter'd. 


Nae mair Pl ever leave the pleugh, 
For my delires to move ye; 

Nor praiſe your beauties at the cow, 
To gar you true I love ye, 


As aft I've done:—but now to end a. {trife, 
T hae nae need at preſent o' a wife. 


To tell the truth, laſs, I hae little bye 


Jo keep up twa ſae braw as you an' I. 


Nae doubt ye wad be owr nice for to ſpin, 
An' kintra wark's owr fair for you ye tin; 
Syne parrage in a mornin wadna gree 


Wi' ane wha has fac lang been drinkin tea; Þ 


Afore to Embro town ye gade awa, 


| Nae laſs's waiſt a round I thought ſae ſma. 


But hear me, Peggy lais, the ither week, 
Whan I was in Auld Reekie wi ſome wheat, | 


T {auld it ſoon, the filler was laid down, 


Sync I ſet aff, right fain, to ſee the town; 
An', comin up the Bow, wha ſhou'd I meet? 


8 a bit bonny laſſie, braw an' ſweet; 


At the firſt fight my blude ran thro' ilk vein, 


An' a' my breaſt at ance was fet on flame,— 
I was amaz'd to ſee a laſs fae fair,— 


I Rood ſtane-ſtill, an' did upo her ſtare; 


| Fain wad 1 ſpoken to her gin I durſt; 


For, ye maun ken, my heart was like to burſt. | 
But ſtrickly I ba orders to my man 
To follow clols, an' ſee whare the did gang. 


An' 


ESI 


An', ſince he brought me word, deed I inten” 
'Fo pay her ſoon a viſit, ye maun ken; 

For ſin' I ſaw her I hae ne'er been right; 
Nor hae I fleepit found a lingle night. 

Now, tho' I change, ye maun e'en me excuſe, 
An' nae, for being fauſe, my name abuſe. 

At ance Ie plainly tell my mind to thee, 
The Embro laſhe 1 is the ane for me. 


5 Reer. 3 
An' do ye think that &er can caſt me down, 
Altho I'm — by a kintra clown ! $ 

SAN DT. 


| Clown! I red ye laſs, tak gude care what ye 2 
Till ane ye ken's ye' re better ony day; — 5— 


I've a ha-houſe, I hae baith goods an' gear, 


An' nane about can boaſt o' ficken cheer; 
Then, whan Tve ony time, I'm ſure I read 
Books that ye wadna ken, tho? ye them ſeed 
An' Jean, a witch, did propheſy langſyne, 
That I wad be a great man in my time; 
She tauld likewiſe, that I wad get a wife 
Wha wadna hae her match 'tween here an' Fife, 
An' that her beauty ilk ane ſhov'd inſpire, 
An' a wha ſeed her wad be ſet on fire. — 
ae fare-ye-weel ; but ſtop, afore I gang 

I entertain ye wr an auld Scots ſang. 

Or I gae on, allow me for to tell, 
That a' the hints ye may tak to yourſel 

For weel its kend, or I the ſang begin, 
Lown-wives wad rather leep a — as ſpin. 


Pm ſure I was na in the town a fac lang. 


SaxDY. 
Suuffs, hand your claik, an' T'ſe gie you my ſang. 


3 SANG 


1 


. F 
An old one adapted to the Piece. 


There was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow, 
An' ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning ot, 

But ſhe fell aſleep, and her roke took a low, 
And that was an ill beginning o't : 

She lap and ſhe grat, ſhe flet and ſhe he, 
She threw and ſhe drew, the wringl'd and wrang 

| She bocked and chocked, and cry'd, let me barg 
That ever I try'd the ſpinning ot. 


She had been a wife for three-ſcore o“ years, 
And never did try the ſpinning o't, 
But how ſhe was farked, foul fa them that ſpeers; 5 
For it minds her d T he beginning o't. 
Che wamen now-a-days are turn'd ſae braw, 
That ilk ane maun hae a fark, ſome maun hae twa, 
hut the warld was better whan fint ane ava, 
ut a wee rag at the beginning o't. 


1 But, i in ſpite o' my counſel, if. ye wad needs run 

3 The dreary ſad talk o' the ſpinning ot; 

| Aae ſeek out a lown place, at the heat oY the ſun, 
5 0 Syne venture on the beginning o't. 

Io do as the did, alake and avow— 

To buſk up a roke at the cheek o a low, 
"They'd ſay that ye had little wit i' your pow, 

"Ab Intle—Pve done wr the ſpinning vt. 


Now fare-ye-weel, Pl never loo ye mair. 


— — — 5 ͤ ˙ I. rt Ag ans — 


PEG GST. 


Ar weelawat Pm fure I dinna care; ; 
For fic a lad as you nae laſs need green, — 
Fauſe the day, tho' promis'd true AY 
 Gae to your Embro laſs; but troth I fear, 
Or od re lang married we ill news will hear. 


1 Sax pr. 

I hat's like enough, but I'm ſure I'll ne'er rue 
That I, for her fair — e'er {lighted you: ; 
; For 


run 


3 


For 


Sae troth gin ane want ſiller, now-a-days, 


Its ſiller, laſs, that makes the mare to gang. 

Some laſſes never think they're right ava, 
Until they're woo'd, marry'd, an' awa, =. 
Tho' they've nae planiſhin amaiſt ava. 


| Nae woman ſure cou'd be a happy wife, 
Bin ſhe was join'd to fic a fool for life. 
Young Jamie is a ſhepherd, blyth and gay, 


Jo be far kinder to the lovely ſwain 


* 


The fient ae penny ye've I'm ſure laid bye, 
An' I need meikle byres to haud my kye, 


Altho' they gang like gentles in their claithes, 
Few lads will to their mem'ry lilt a ſang; ; 


SANG V.—Twne, Lewis Gordon. 


Some laſſes never think they're right, 
Until they're marry'd and awa, 
But then, upo? their bridle night, 
They hae nae planiſhi- ava. 
GSae, laſſie, I wad hae ye think, 
Afore ye meddle wr the men, 
To ſpin ſome blankets, buy a bink, 
An' kave to keep a clockin hen. 


Commend that laſhe for a wife, 
Wi' filler and providing made; 
Wi' her I'd calmly yoke for life, — 
Le canna blame me tho? I ſay't. 
, Chorus. - 
Bae laſſie I wad hae ye think, 
Afore ye meddle wi' the men, 
To ſpin ſome blankets, buy a bink, 
An' kave to keep a clockin hen. [E Exit. 


PxEGGrY. 


That I hae flighted lang an' mony a day; 
But I'm determin'd, whan we meet again, 


III ſooth the heart that I hae lang made fair, 
An' ever after mak him a' my care.. 
Wok. | SANG 


1 
SANG VI. Zune, Ettrick Banks, 


Sure Jamie does me dearly love, 
Then why thou'd I nac do the ſame 


Tho? careleſs I ftrive ay to prove, 


Whan &er he ſpeaks my breaſt's on flame; 


An? whan I meet him on the hill, 
Out owr frae a we ſit alane, 

O' love I'd let him tak his fill 

_ Gin it was na for modeſt ſhame. | 


Whan next 1 meet the lovely ſwain, 
Pl mak an end o' a this ſtrife; 
I'll eaſe his heart, and ſooth his pain, 

And gie conſent to be his wife. 


Loet Sandy gang, he's but an aſs, 
He'll get the flight, and that yell ſee ; I 
He kens na how to court a las, ps 
| Sae Jamie is the lad for me. 


1 maun awaz—here Sandy comes I fear. 


Fier WILL Ir. Zo 
7 Say, bonny Peggy, is — maſter here ? E 


'Pecer, angrily. 
Na, he is gane, an' let him ne'er come be 
For a' he has I wadna gie a plack; 
Sae, gin ye want him, him ye may gae ſeek,— 
Yell readly find him at his ingle check. 


WII LIE, gde. 


III lay my lug, that maſter now an' her 
Hae parted baith, or may I never ſtir. 

As I hae lang, altho? I didna tell, 

Had a ſtrang notion o' the laſs myſel, 
I ablins may ſucceed; fin' nane are be 
I'll courage tak an ' bauld my fortune try; 
What tho'I only am a ſervin' lad, 


An' mony year's young Sandy's. pleugh hae ca'd 


I now am worn up, to a ſturdy man, 
An' troth Tſe hae a wife as ſoon's I can. 


N 
Peer. 
What N you there, ye ſilly fool, tae lang? 


WILLIE. 


Becauſe, to tell the truth, I canna = 
O gin ye only faund but haf my pain, 


Le wadna look at me” wi fic difdain ; 


Gin ye thought I'd be true, I'm ſure ye'd be 


| Far kinder, laſſie, than ye are to me. 


 Prcer. 


Ye fooliſh gowk, ken ye wi' wha ye prat, 
J wiſs ye'd be marr ſparin' o' your chat; 
Think ye a laſs wi' ony ſenſe or grace, 
Wad tak a — to a” the — 


Willi. 


Tent what you ſay! or ye will ks rue, 


A' tales whilk claſhers tell are ſeldom true; 
Mind its a kittle point to mak out 4“, 


An' gin ye full me jeer, III tak the law. 5 


PEGGY. 


_ beg that ye'd gang hame, an' clout your "O'S 
Ahint th' ingle, there tak your cog o' broſe; 
u' or ye learn mair manners, ne'er preten' 

Io do the thing je naething about ken. ait. 


WILLIE, alane. 


75 Now, fare-ye-w eel, althoꝰ that ye be ſhy 

An' winna hae me, troth I carena? bye; 
I'ſe aff as faſt's I can, an' tell my mind 

To ane wha, I'm right ſure, will be mair kind; 
But ſtop awee! I'm ſure I dinna care 


Altho' I try the bonny laſs ance mair. 


2 ANG VII. —Tune, the Auld IW:te avant the fre. 


Young laſſes at the beſt are ſhy, 

And aft they lads at firſt deny, 

Or a be done they will comply, 
To be their ain for ever. 


E ee | 4 


| Chorus. „ 
Sae I'm deſign'd to try her fair; 
Sae I'm deſign'd to try her fair; 
Sae I'm deſign'd to try ance mair, 
Jo mak her mine for ever. 


Nae doubt I am a pleughman lad, * 
An' lang young Sandy's pleugh hae ca'd; | EY 
| Yet I'm maiſt ſure the ſly young jade Ts 

Will be my ain 1 for ever. | 5 


Sae I'm, Sc. 


What tho! I am o- low degree, 
An' has nought but my penny fee, 
J am determin'd, or I die, 
"To mak her mine for ever. 


| | Sae I'm, Gr. 


5 An' whan we are made man an' wife, 
1 _ Welll ever mair be free o' ſtrife, 
N An' lead a quiet canny life, 
| oy * we are join d for ever. 


2 | 
Sae I'm deſignꝰd to try her fair; 
Sae I'm defign'd to try her fair; 
Sae I'm deſign'd to try ance mair, 4 
An' mak her mine for ever. . 


Euter Ja MIF, alane. 


i 11 reſt me here a while upo' this brae,- 
As I expect young Pegg. to paſs this way,— oo hp 
A bonav laſſie that I dearly love, 
"lhe? lang P've ſtrove in vain her heart to move; 
Vet ſtill I think the laſſie does herfel * 
Dearly loo me, altho' ſhe winna tell. „ 7M 
My pipe, afore I ſaw her, did me 8 3 
Bat its ſweet muſic now can gie nae eaſe, | 
Ide ſpring again revives the ſcented meads, 1 
An' ſhepherds on them blythly tune their reeds; _ * 
£ 
ö 


Dut their ſweet lik ing can nae comfort gie, 
'Fo ane wha is ſae deep in luve as me. 
lobs o' dew had left the corn, 


4 
-_ 


1 
Right carly comin” trippin' owr the green, 
7 'F'o me far fairer than bright beauty's queen 
But whan I ſpoke ſhe careleſs ran awa, 
An” cry'd, Sic a like lad ſhe never ſaw; 
Wi' that my heart amaiſt lap frae its hole, 
Sic flightin? words frae her I canna thole.— 
— O Cupid! either change the laſſie's heart, 
Or Frae your weel-itring'd bow ſend a _ dart, 
. To let her ken that I am true and leal ; — 
Gic her a ſwatch o' the ſair pain I feel : 
For gin ſhe dinna ſoon gie me relief, 


I' break my heart, an' die wi heary grief: 


SA NG VIII. Tune, Fy gar rub her o owr wi flrac. 


Ae morning, early in the ſpring, 
Whan ou ilk buſh an' noddin' ſpray, 
The feather'd warblers ſweet did ſing, 
And ilka thing appeared gay; 
I met my bonny Pegg. right air, 
Comin? owr the mead alane ;— | 
Her ſhape was neat, her face was fair, 
And like her I thought there was nane. 


Her coats were kilted and did ſhaw, | 
As ſhe came nearer to my view, 
Her trim legs, whiter than the ſnaw, 
For the was wadin' thro? the dew : 
Her cheeks were like the ſingle roſe, 
Her breaſt was like the lilly fair, 
A' down her back, in bonny rows, 

1 In ſhining ringlets, hang her hair. - 


Enter Peggy, looling about her, 


Flow do ye laſſie? hae ye nought to ſay? 
Will ye na reit ye on this gowany-brae? 
P Er. 
Wi a' my heart ;—this is a bonny day. 
JAMIE. 85 


Indeed it is ;—and now ſin' we're alane, | 
An' gin ye will conſent to ſooth my pain, 


0 
> 
1 


1 
I 1 tell ye plainly, as Pve done afore, 
That ye're the only laſs that I adore. 


PEccY. 


Gae wa young man, ye ſurely da but joke, 
Gin that's a' ye've to ſay Ile to my roke; 


For idleſet will ſeldom, now-a-days, 
Fill folks wame, or cleed their back wi' claithes. 


Now I maun hame, for its far i' the day; 
_ Hae fare-ye-weel, zin that's a? ye've to ſay. 


Janie. 


Io let ye gae, my dear, 1 wad be Jaith; 
An' gin ye gang by force 'twill by my death : 


For weel you ken I dearly do you love. 


Say what gars you ſae cruel to me prove? 
8. Hs alent, dear Peggy, for to gie your hand, 
* x py goods an' gear ye fall command. 


Pe c. 


Pm very ſure that ye wad ner be true; 
But, juit like ithers, ſwear, then tak the rue. — 
Syne gang awa an' leave me then Þ'd be 
By Far better lingle, lad, than hein d to thee. 


JaAulk. 


Now weelaw at, my luve, ye wrang me fair, : 

By thinkia T wad Cer leave ane ſae fair — 
May deadly rot deprive my ſheep of life 
Whan I refuſe for to mak you my wife; 


Tho” ye ſhou'd ne'er be mines, while I hae breath, . 


To marry ony elle 1 wad be laith. 


8 A N G IX.—Twne, Will ye go to the Erve- buchts 


Marien. 
1 wad be laith, dear Peggy, 


Thro' fanſenefo you to wile, 


Or yet betray wy Peggy 
With a facetious ſmile. 


'Y 


We 


For you I hae a paſſion 
That's candid juſt and true; 
Nae beauty, in fine faſhion, 
Cou'd ſteal my heart frae you. 


. PE CCG x. 
How can I truſt you Jamie ? 
Your heart is ill to ken; 


And ye are certain, Jamie, 
There” s mony faufe-ſworn mer. 


Some laſſie young and headleſs, 
Might to your vows ſay aye,— 
To fath me mair is needleſs, 
For I will neer comply. 


JAMIE. 


| What pleaſure do ye tak in gi'en pain, 
Whan weel ye ken beſides you I loo naney 


Nor ne'er can loo ane elſe while I hae life? 


Sae ſpeak, an' Sie confent to be my Mite. 


Pr GG. 


; Weel, Jamie, fince ye're promis d to be true, 
I grant, lad, baith my heart an' hand td you; 


An' SE Hal to tak ye Fm content 


Jae foon's ye get my father's free conſent. 


JAuIE. 


That s no be lang, for aft he has tauld me, 


Whan I gat your's he likewiſe his wad gie. 


SANG X. —Tune, Katharine Ogie, 


The wretch wha lang in priſon's been, 
Iill by ſome chance releaſed, 
To ſnuff the air, and view the green, 
Wad ſurely be weel pleaſed. 
Alike I ain rejoic'd to hear 
Thy words fae blyth and cheery ; 
I fr ſall be thy ain, my dear, 
And ye fall be my deary. 


| | 1 
| | PEGGY. 

The ſailor wha's been lang at ſen. 
| On waves like mountains heezed, 
| is native land, ance mar to fee, 

Wad ſurely be weel pleaſed. 

Alike I grant to you, my love, 

My heart and hand for ever; 

Nietſiing, except the pow'rs above, 

Our company can lever. 


JaufgE. 


Now,, bonny laſs, ſe to your father gae, 
Au or I leave him fix our * wedding- day. Bali. 


| 
(ly ſpeats. 


| I've been at Embro, there 1 faw the Bü 
Hhe leugh an' jeer'd an' ſaid I was an aſs;— 


Ho cou'd I think, ſhe ſaid, that ever ſhe 
| Wad marry fic a kintra gull as me. | 


Pc, aſule. 


She ſerv'd him right ; I'm een rejoic'd to ſee. 
Fim get the ſlight as he did gi t to me. 


Sandy. 


| 1 he deel tak her an' beauty baith, ſay. if 

For a' I promis'd ſhe wadna comply, 5 

But, wif a ſcornfu” voice an' cen mair paw ky, 
3ade me gang hame an' court ſome kintra . 
Sae let her gang, I'm ſure I dinna care, 

en get my Peggy wha is far mair fair — 

Phe winna be fac nice or I'm miſta'en, 

An' L fall marry her or I gang hame. 


Pt GGY Comes fer eabard. 


Nane doubts ye, lad, gin ſhe wad now ye take, — 
ae to your Embro lafs, ye worthleſs rake ; 

{ tauld ye, or lang it a' wad come to this, 

Au weelawat ye're ſerv'd as I cou'd wils. 


—— 


Sandy, as ne rely return'd fr om town, Peggy 


andi at the h le ging 3 a long parſe San 


* 


Enter WILLIE. 


SAN Dx. 
What, Maſter Rattle-pate, do ye want here . 


Wine, 
1 think it ſets ye ill, kind Sir, to ſpeer. 
Do ye na ken, that Peggy here an' me 
Hae ſworn to loo ilk ither till we die? 


| Pg. 
l wonder, Willie, how ye can ſae lie. 


SANDY. 


An' ſae do I; but I ſhall let him ken 
'The diſtance atween maſters an' their men. 
Think ye, daft filly fool, that ever The 
; Wad gie conſent to tak ye afore me. 


WII LIE. 


An' what for no? I'm ſure I am as gude, 
Tho' no ſae rich I'm o' as gentle blude, 
TI red ye, Sir, tak gude care what ye BA 
In caſe 1 for your ſcandal mak ye ** 


SANDY. 


vel mak me pay, tak that to heat your cheek, 


Syne wi mair manners to 0 your betters ſpeak. 
Tris Him. 


WIL LIE. 
Deel tak me gin I dinna pay that hame; 


An for your kindneſs, Sir, e'en tak the tame. 


They both fight for {ome time, fill V. *. runs off » Y 
and ſpeaks at the ſide-wing, 


Ye've got enough yell no ſoon green I true 
To touch wr ane afure he touch wi' you. 
| Enter JOHNNY and JaMIE. 
__Jonmnny 


Free unto you, my honeſt hearty boy, 
1 gie my daughter, am I with ye joy. 


[ 


An' we'ſe hae dancin ſoon, an' fine parading, 
Or am miſtane, at our young Shepherd's wedding. 


What tho? her tocher ſhou'd be very ſma 
"JEU bud it better ay than nane ava. 
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JaMIE. 


I gie you thanks. —Your daughter I wad tak 
To be my wife, altho' no worth a prack. 
To ſpeak the truth, ſhe in her little coat 

Is dearer to me than a banker's ſtock. 


5 SANDY, ajtde. 


Now I maun be content, an' nae mair pine, 

Its plainly ſeen ſhe never can be mine.— 
Let ither lads an' laſſes mind my fate, 

An' marry Weir auld joes or its owr late. 


PEGGY. 


To Jamie _ I fall be join'd for life, 
An” gin he's kind, Pl! prove as kind a wife. 


8 A NG XI. —Tune, Pinky Honſc. 


Jenn. 
Sin” Ain ane js now content, 


Let's hail the happy day, | 
On whiſk he got my Meg's conſent, 
Too be his ain for ay. 

Let meikle luck attend them an 
My bleſſin they ſhall hae 
And may their luve ſtill laſt, till death 

— ak. ane o' them away. 


HANDY. 


IIe ever live a ſingle life, 
Sin? frae my breaſt ſhe's torn, 
Wha ance I thought wad be my wife, 
Far ſweeter than the morn ; 
Her breath was freſher than the ſpring, 
Or hay whan newly ſhorn; 
Her face was fair as dew-draps hing 
'po? the fourh'd thorn. 


amie. 


L 23 ] 
JaMIE. 
My lovely laſs, I now am thine, 
And you fall never rue, 
Ye gied conſent for to be mine, 
As Ill be ever true; 
Then we'll be marry'd i in ſhort time, 
Your weddin gown's be new, 


- Gin I can hit it, nane fall ſhine, 
Nor be ſae braw as you. 


PRG Y. 


Jamie, let that gie you nae pain, 


I'm ſure ye' Il conſtant be; — 
I wed for love, and no for gain 

O' riches, nor degree. 
I am content, you are the ſame, 
As a' may plainly fee: 
Sae lang as Peggy is my name, 
Nein can alter me. 


15 Chevas by all. 
The morn, by day-light, I hope, 
| We fall hae grand parading, 


An' lang or night we'll dance an loup 
At the young Shepherd's Wedding. 


7 1 I £. 
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